distinctness. Everything was so distinct, the strong
light, the outline of the shrouded body, the tiny glints
of light in the - spectacle lenses which were now all
turned towards her, and the faint, distant clanging of a
tram-car. For one dizzy second it seemed to Helene that
all this was taking place under the earth in an unreal
territory, beneath immense roofs, in the depths where
nightmares are born. The bare, precise angularity of the
whole room, the black-board on the wall, the glittering
instrument cupboard in the corner, forced themselves
on her perception with a sharpness almost maddening.
There were damp marks on one of the stone tables; a
fly buzzed invisibly about the room on its minute wings ;
a tap dripped, dripped. . . .
The doctor reached for the white covering and
pulled it back. Helene looked on Rainer's dead features.
She sighed heavily as though sleeping. The sound
escaped from her like a burden of which she were freeing
herself. It is you, Fkilei, she thought, and in the thought
was so much tenderness that unconsciously and tremu-
lously she began to smile. She went quite close to the
dead man and bent over him. He was asleep now. He
was at peace now. He was at home. His features were
uplifted and purified in some mysterious way; they
looked firm and rigid. One could not imagine death
in a more beautiful form than it had assumed in the
translucent, alabaster pallor of this youth's peaceful
face. It is you, Firilei—she thought—now everything is
well with you. Are you content ? Are you no longer
afraid ? Are you vibrating like a note in the ether as
you wished, as you said you wanted to, in your kst
hour? Do you understand now that I had to remain,
alive? That to live despite it all, Firilei, is the great
thing. To live despite it all.
A dry, official voice asked:
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